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have been postponed and we have been re-
tained here in consequence. We are com-
fortable here and as independent of one
another as we can be in such a place.

Here are four lions, Highlanders in kilts:
the Duke of Athol, Lord James Murray,
and the Duke's son and nephew. It is
amusing enough to see their eight bare
knees, in a parlor where all the men wear
breeches or tight trousers. Yesterday the
piper of his Grace came, and all four danced
in a way to alarm everybody when they
turned around. But there are ladies whose
crinoline is still more alarming when they
enter a carriage. As the invited women are
permitted not to wear mourning, there are
legs of all colors. I like red stockings.
Despite walks in humid woods and red-hot
drawing-rooms, I have not caught a cold,
but I do not sleep. I was present at the
grand ministerial comedy, wherein one or
two more victims were expected. The faces
were good to observe, the speeches still
more so. What think you of the Emperor's
letter ? I think it is very good. He has his
own way of saying things, and when he talksiamonds and emeralds. I never Foreign were you   are worth as much as
